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you show me the way to Dovey's by eleven to-morrow ?"
" But," I faltered, " I'm afraid of the price------"
"That's my affair/' he answered curtly, then added, more kindly, " Good-night! you have behaved well, Miss Morris, and if I can give you a pleasure — I shall be glad."
And next day I owned the tiniest dog in New York, who slept in a collar-box, by my pillow, that I might not hurt it in the night. Whose bark was like a cambric needle, and who, within five minutes after her arrival, challenged to deadly combat my beloved Bertie, who weighed good four pounds.